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fifteen feet beneath the snow saying he would be back soon,
his bulk darkening for a few seconds the rat's burrow that
led down to it, and when the crunching of his snow-shoes had
died away, Lincoln Ellsworth was left. alone, lying on a
wooden bunk amid a silence that could be felt.   A kind of
luminosity rather than a light filtered down from the sky-
light above him from which the even covering of snow had
been shovelled away.    It was a double apartment lined with
wood in which he lay.  The outer one was almost dark, but
at the far end of it there shone another patch of pale light
where the outer day crept down the nearly vertical tunnel of
snow, just wide enough to admit a man, which he and
Kenyon had dug down to the entrance of this desirable
residence.    Near the bunk was a coal stove with a chimney
that led up through the roof, but it was not lit. They used it
no more than they could help since the coal, in a little cubby-
hole on the left of the entrance, was beginning to run short.
Already they had been obliged to chop down some of the
woodwork to help it out.     There was therefore a kind of
chill stuffiness in the room, a shivering airlessness denying all
comfort and laying clammy fingers upon the spirit.    On a
rickety table near the bunk the contents of the parachute
container lay spread out as Kenyon had left them, with a
note from the Captain of the Discovery II announcing his
arrival.   They had touched none of it.   They were not
hungry.    In one or two places high cones of snow stood piled
up where the woodwork that lined the room was beginning
to gape and near the stove it had dissolved into a slushy
mess.   A door leading. off the room was jammed with
infiltering snow and would neither open nor shut.    It was
utterly dreary and comfortless.    Nothing is more desolate
than the relics of human habitation left behind by people
long since gone away taking with them their personalities,
their hopes and fears.    In the outer room, which must have
been a radio room, were old batteries, plugs and switches
and much disordered electrical paraphernalia.    In both